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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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The following Poems, afcribed to Burns, are 
prefented to the Public without any pojitive 
aflGirmation of their authenticity on the part of 
the Publifher. It muft be confefled, that they 
appear under circumftances rather difadvantsu- 
geous, as, whatever was omitted in the Liver- 
pool edition, might be fuppofed unworthy of 
the public eye; — ^Let readers judge for them- 
felves. — 

Several of thefe pieces were received by the 
Publifher in the Author's own manufcript, o- 
thers were obligingly communicated by friends 
and admirers of the Bard, and fome were col- 
lected from newfpapers: but it is pfefumed, 

that 



that on perafal, all will be found to poffefs 
indubitable marks of their imputed parent. 

To fuch as think his fatires on the Clergy 
too fevere, and of an immoral tendency, it 
may be anfwered, that the attack was provok- 
ed; and that the caufe of true religion can 
never be injured by expofmg its abufe, in the 
canting and felf-righteous enthufiafh — Many 
refpedable charaders are* no doubt, lampoon- 
ed without reafon: — the author, exafperated by 
a few individuals, unjuflly extended his re- 
fentment to the whole clafs. 

Every piece in this volume poflefTes feme 
trait, charaifteriftic of Burns ; but none, per- 
haps, is more . worthy of attention than the 
JoUy Beggars^ which, independently of the o- 
thcr poems, would be a fufficient recommenda- 
tion to any colle£tioni 

An analyfis of this admirable jea d'ejprit 

might furnifti materials for a long eflay. At 

prefent. 



prefent, fuffice it to fay, that for humorous de- 
fcriptipn, and nice difcrimination of character, 
it is inferior to no poem of the fame length, 
in the whole range of Englifh poetry. — ^The 
recitative part is pofTefled of very confider- 
able merit, but the fongs conftitute its chief ex- 
cellence: they are fufficiently familiar and wit- 
ty, without falling too low, or rifmg too much 
above the fimplicity of a fong: the meafurc is 
judicioufly varied, and always adapted to the 
fubjed. 

An approach to licentioufnefs in fome pieces, 
expofed Burns, when alive, to the feoffs of the 
illiberal, which ftill infult his aflies. But let 
the felf-fufficient, who afperfe the memory 
of a fon of genius for fome flight deviations 
from decorum, remember to appreciate his 
merits alfo, and to be more attentive to a de* 
claration fandioned by greater than human 
authority, that, " To the pure all things arc 
pure:' 
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TtiiB 

JOLLY BEGGARSj 

A CANtATA. 



RECITATlVOk 

vV HBN lyart leaves beftrow the yird> 
Or wavering like the *Bauckie-bird, 

Bedim cauld Boreas^ blaft; 
When hfidlftanes drive vri* bitter fky te> 
And infant &ofts begin to bite. 

In hoary cranreuch drefi; 
Ae night at e'en a merry core 

O* randie, gaiigrel bodies. 
In Poofie-Nanfie's held the fplore, 

To drink their orra duddies: 

A Wi^ 

* The old Scotch name for the Bat« 



( « ) 

Wi quaflSng and laughing. 
They r«Bted satd they &xt^f 

Wi* jumping and thumping. 
The vera girdle rang. 

Firft, neift the fire, in auld red rag*> 
Ane fat; wed bfa^cM wi* mealy bag^i 

And knapfack a^ in order; 
His doxy lay within his afim^ 
Wi' ufquebae an* blankets warm^ 

She blinket on hef fodger: 
An' ay he gies the toae 4i»b- 
The tithet fkelpin' kifs. 
While Ihe held up her greedy gab 
Juft like ai) a«imos ^d^. 

Ilk fmack fliU, did crack ftill, 
Juft like a <3t<%er's wJaip^ 
Then fts^gering and fwaggeiiiijg 
He foar'd this ilitty ii|)— 

Tune— Scr/^rV Joj. 

I. 

I lum a fon of Mars who have been iti many wars, . 
And (how my cuts and fears wherever I come; 

This 



( J ) 

This here was for a wench, and that other in a trench^ 
When welcoming thq French at the foiind pf the 
djruaif 

Lai de dandle, &Cp 

My prenticeihip I paft where my leader breathM |d| 

laft, 
When the bloody die was Call On the heights of 

Abram ; 
I ferved out my trade when the gallant game was 

play'd. 
And thje Moro low was laid at the found of the drumt 

Lai de daudle, &c» 



IIL 



I laftly was with Curtis, among the floating battles, 
And there I left for wimefs an arm and a limb; 
Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to head me| 
Td clatter on my flumps at the found of a drumt 

Lai de dandle, &c. 



IV. 



And now tho' I mull beg with a wooden arm and leg, 
And many a tatter'd rag hanging over my bum, 

A z I'm 



( 4 ) 

Vm as happy with my wallet, my bottle and my 

callet, 
As when I us'd in fcai-l^t to follow a drum. 

Lai de daudle, &c« 

V. 

What tho' with hoary locks, I muft ftand the winter 

ihocks, 
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes for a home^ 
When the tpther bag I fell, and the tother bottle 

tell, 
I cpnld meet a troop of hell, at the found of th^ 

drumt 

Lai de daudle, &c^ 

RECITATIVOt 

He ended; and the kebars (heuk, 

Aboon the chorus roar; 
While frighted rattons backward leuk^ 

And feek the benmoftbore; 
A faiiy fiddler frae the neuk, 

He Ikirl'd out encore! 
But up arofe the martial chuck, 

And laid the loud uproar. 

AIR. 



( s ) 



AIR. 

Tuaer^Soldier Laddie. 

I. 

\ once was a maid, tho* I cannot tell when^ 
And ftill my delight is in proper young men| 
Some one of a troop of dragoons was my daddie. 
No wonder Tm fond of 9, fodger laddio. 

Sing, Lai de lal, &Cf 

II. 

The firft of my loves was a fwaggering blade. 
To rattle the thundering drum was his trade; 
His leg was fo tight, and his cheek was fo ruddyi 
Tranfppfted I was with my fodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de lal, &c^ 

III. 

But the godly old chaplain left him in the lurch, 
The fword I forfook for the fake of the church; 
He ventur'd ihc/oul^ and I ri&ed the 6ody^ 
-'Twas then I prov'd falfe to my fodger laddie. 

Sing, Lal de kl, &c. 

Full 



( 6 ) 

IV, 

Full foon I grew fick of my fanaified fot, 
The regiment at large for ahulband I got; 
From the gilded fpontoon to the fife I was ready, 
I afked no more but ^ fodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de lal, &c, 

V. 

But the peace it reduc'd me to beg in defpsdr. 
Till I met my old boy at a Cunningham fair j 
JHis rags regimental xhtj flutterM fo gaudy, 
My heart it rejoic'd at my fodger laddie. 

3ing, Lai de lal, &c« 

VL 

And now I have liv'd — ^I know not how long, 
And ftill I can join in a cup or a fong; 
But whilft with both hands I can hold the glafs fteady, 
Jlere's to thee, my hero, my fodger laddie. 

Sing, Lai de l^U &Ct 

RECITATIVO, 

Then neift outfpak a raucle carlin, 
Wha kent fu' wcel to cleek the fterling, 

For 



( 7 ) 

t^or mony a purfie (he had hooked. 
And had in mony a well been ducked# 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie, 
But weary fa' the waefu* woodie! 
Wi' fighs and fobs fhe thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandman« 

AIR* 

Tune — an ye were dcadgudeman^ 

L 

A Highland lad my love was bom, 
The Lalland laws he held in fcorn; 
But he Hill was faithfu' to his clan. 
My gallant braw John Highlandmatu 

CHORUS. 

Sing, hey my braw John Highlandman! 
Sing, ho my braw John Highlandman! 
There's not a lad in a^ the Ian' 
Was match for my John Highlandman* 

\l. 

With his philibeg an' tartan plaid. 
An' gude claymore down by his fide. 



The 



( 8 ) 

The ladies' hearts he did trepan^ 
My gallatlt braw John High!andmatl# 

Sing, hey, &C« 

lit 

We faiiged a* from Tweed to Spey, 
An' livM like lords and ladies gay j 
For a Lalland face he feared none. 
My gallant braw John Highlandmam 

Sing, hey, Sec* 

IV. 

They banifhM him beyond thef fei^ 
But ere the bud Was on the tree^ 
Adown my cheeks the pearls ratt^ 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, &c* 

V. 

But, oh! they catch'd hiiti it the laft^ 
And bound him in a dungeon fad; 
My curfe upon them every one. 
They've hang'd my braw John Highlandman* 

Sing, hey, &€. 
And 
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VI. 

And now a widow, I muft mourn 
Thepleafures that will ne'er return; 
No comfort but a hearty can, 
When I think on John Highlandman, 

Sing, hey, &c. 

RECITATiVO, 

A pigmy fcraper wi' his fiddle^ 

Wha us'd to tryfts and fiairs to driddle, 

Her ftrappan limb and gaufy middle 

He reach'd nae higher, 
Had hol'd his heartie like a riddle. 

An' blawn't on fire. 

Wi' hand on haunch, an' upward e'e, 
He croon M his gamut, one, two, three. 
Then in an Ariofo key. 

The wee Apollo 
Set off wi' Allegretto glee 

Hisgigafolo. 

B AIR, 



( »o ) 

AIR. 

Tunc— JFi&^/e owre the lave ^Vr 

I. 

Let me ryfce up to dight that tear^ 
An' go wi* me to be my dear, 
An' then your every care and feat 
May whiftle owre the lave o't# 

eHORtrsf. 

I am a fiddler to my tradcj 
An' a' the tunes that e'er I play^c!^ 
The fweeteft ftill to wife or maid^ 
Waa whiftle owre Xht lave o'if* 

ir. 

At kirns an' weddings we*fe be fhere. 
An' O! fae nicely 's we will fair; 
We'll boufe about till Daddie Care 
Sing, whittle owre the lave o't. 

I ^VCiyScCm 

Sae 



111... 

Sae memly's the banes we'll pykc, 
An' fun purfells about the dyke, 
Aa* at our leifure when ye like, 
We'll whiftle owre the Uve o't. 

I am, &c* 

IV. 

JBut blefs me v/i* your heaven o* charms, 
And while I kittle hair on thaiyms, 

Hunger^ cauld^ an' a' fie harms, 
May whiftle owrp the lave o't. 

J am, &c, 

RECITATIVO. 

Her charms had ftruck a fturdy Caird, 

As weel as poorGutfcraper; 
He taks the fiddler by the beard, 

Aiid draws 3. roofty rapier.- — 
He fwoor by a' was fwearing worth, 

To fpeet him like a pliver, 
Unlefs he would from that time forth, 

Relinquifh her for ever. 

Wi' ghaftly e'e, poor tweedle-dec 
Upon his hunkers bended, 

B % And 



( " ) 

And prayM for grace wi' ruefu' face. 

An' fo the quarrel ended. 
But tho' his little heart did grjeve, 

When round the tinker preft her, 
He feign'd to fnirtle in his fleeve, 

When thus the Caird addrefs'd hen 



AIR. 

Tune — Clout the catidrotu 
I. 

My bonny lafs I yro^'k in brafs, 

A tinker is my ftation; 
I've traveird round all Chriftian ground 

In this my occupation. 
I've ta'en the gold, Fve been enroir4 

In many a noble fquadron; 
But vain they fearcb'd, when ofF I march'd 

To go an' clout the caudron. 

I've ta'en the gold, &c* 



II, 



Defpife that flirimp, that wither 'd imp^ 
Wi' a' his jioife an' caprin*, 

An' 



• ( «3 ) 

An' tdk' a fliare wi' thofe that bear 

The budget an' t^ie apron. 
An' by that ftowp ! my faith an' houpe, 
' An' by that dear *Keilbaigie, 
If e'er yc want, or meet wi' fcant, 
May I ne'er weet my craigie. 

An' by that ftowp, &c. 

RECITATIVO. 

The Caird prevail' d — ^th' unbluftiing fab 

In his embraces funk, 
Partly wi' love o'ercome fae fair, 

An' partly Ihe was drunk. 
Sir Violino with an air. 

That fliow'd a man of fpunk, 
Wifli'd unifon between the pair. 

An' made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night. 

Put hurchin Cupid fhot a (haft 

That play'd a dame a fhavie, 
The fiddler rak'd her fore and $ift, 

Behint the chicken cavie. 

Her 



* A peculiar fort of Whiiky fo called; a great favourite with 
Foofie-Nanfie*8 dubs. 



( H ) 

Her lord a wight o* f Homer's craft, 

Tho' limping wi* the fpavie, 
He hirprd up, and lap like daft. 

An' fhor'd them Dainty Davie 

O boot that nighty 

He was a carerdefying blade 

As ever Bacchus lifted, 
Tho' Fortune fair jipon him laid. 

His heart fhe ever mifs'4 it. 
He had no wifh but— rsto be glad. 

Nor want but — ^when he thirftedj 
He hated nought but — ^to be fad. 

And thus the Mufe fuggefted, 

His fang that night. 



AIR. 

Tunc — For a! thaty aii a tbaU 

I. 

I am a bard of no regard, 

Wi' gentle folks, an' a' that; 
]But Homer^ike^ the.glowran byke, 

Frae town to town I draw that, 

CHORUS% 
f Homer is allowed to be the oldcfl ballad finger on record. 



( '5 ) 

CHORUS* 

For a' that^ an*' a* that. 

An' twice as muckle's a* that; 
I've loft but ane, I've twa behin', 

I've wife enough for a' that* 

1 never drank the Mufes* ftatik^ j 

Caftalia's burri, an' a' that 5 
But there it ftreams, arid richly reaniSj 

My Helicon I ca* that. 

tot a* that, &C4 

ilL 

Great love I bear to a' the fair. 

Their humble Have, an' a' that; 
But lordly will, I hold it ftill 

A mortal fin to thraw that* 

For a* that, &c. 

IV. 

In raptures fweet, this hour we meet, 
Wi' mutual love an' a' that; 

But 



( I6 ) 

But for how lang ihejlie may Jiangs 
Let inclination law that. 

For a' that, &c. 



V. 

Their tricks and craft have put me daft. 

They've ta'en me in, an' a' that; 
But clear your decks, an' here's Xka^fex I 

I like the jads for a' that* 

For a' that, an' a' that. 

An' twice as muckle's a' that; 

My deareft hluid^ to do them guid. 
They're welcome tiU't for a' that. 

recitAtivo. 

So fung the bard — ^and Nanfie's wa'^s 

Shook with a thunder of applaufe, 
Re-echo'd from each mouth ; 

They toom'd their pocks, an'' pawn'^d their duds. 
They fcarcely left to coor their fuds, 

Ta quench their lowan drouth. 



Then owre again, the jovial thrang. 
The poet did requeff. 



To 



( «7 ) 

To lowTe his pack an' wale a iang, 
A ballad o' the bed: 

He rifing, rejoicing 

Between his twa Deborahs^ 
Looks round him, an' found them 
Impatient for the chorus. 



AIR. 

Tunc — yolly mortals fill your glajfcs. 
I. 

See! the fmoking bowl before us, 

Mark our jovial ragged ring ! <; 

Round and round take up the chorus. 

And in raptures let us fing* 

CHORUS. 

A fig for thofe by law proteSed ! 

nbertfs a glorious feaft! 
Courts for cowards were ere£bed. 

Churches built to pleafe the priefL 

G What 



V 



It 

What is tide? what is treaiTar^? 

What is reputation's care ? 
If we lead a life of i^leafijiref 

'Tis no ixut;ter kon^ or vfber^! 

A fig, &c^ 

HL 

With the ready tnck and fabler 

Round we wander ail the dayj 
And at night, in kirn or (table^ 

Hug om doxies on the hay« 

A fig, &c#> 

IV. 

Does the trsdn-attended cartiagc 
Through the country lighter rove? 

Does the fober bed of marriage 
Witnefs brighter &axes of bvel 

A fig, &c^ 

V. 

Life is all a variorum f 
We regard not bow it goes^ 

Le{ 



( lo ) 



THE 



KIRK'S ^LARMif: 



A SATIRE. 



■— y^N— g*" I 



Orthodox, orthodox, wha believe in John Knois!:^ 
Lpt me found an alarm to your confcience; 

There's a heretic blaft has been blaivn i' the waft. 
That what is no fenfe muft be nonfenfe. 

Dr. Mac*, Dr. Mac, you fliould ilretch on a rack. 

To ftrike evil doers wi' terror; 
To join faith and fenfe upon ony pretencei 

Is heretic, damnable erron 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad \ declare. 
To meddle wi' mifchief a-brewingj 

Provoft 

J This Poem was written a (hort tim^ after the jubtcation of Dr. 
M'GiU'sEffay. ' " 



( *I ) 

Provoft John is ftill deaf to the church's relief, 
And orator Bobf is its ruin. 

Drymple mild|» Drymple mild, tho' your heart'a 
like a child> 

And your life like the new driven fnaw. 
Yet that winna fave ye, auld Satan muft have ye, 

For preaching that three's ane and twa. 

Rumble Johnj], Rumble John, mount the fteps wi^ 
a groan, 

Cry the book is wi* herefy cramm* d j 
Then lug out your ladle, deal brimftone like adle. 

And roar every note of the damn'd* 

Simper James §, Simper James, leave tfie fair Killle 
dames, 

There's a holier chace in your viewj 
1*11 lay on your head, that the pack ye*ll foon lead, 

For puppies like you there's but fe\y. 

Singet Sawneyf , Singet Sawney, are ye herding the 
penny, 
Unconfcious what evils await j 
Wi*a jump, yell and howl, alarm every foul, 
For the foul thief is juft at your gate. 

Daddy 

t R 1 A It. t I>r, D e* II Mr. R U, 

§ Mr. M' y. ^ Mr M y. 
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Daddy Auld*, Dad4y Auld, there's a tod in the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the Clerk ; . 

Tho' ye can do little fkaith, ye'U be in at the deatbt L 
And gif ye cann^ bite, ye may bark. 

Pavie Blufterf , Davie Blufter, if for a faint ye do 
mufter. 

The corps is no nice of recruits j 
Yet to worth let's be juft, royal blood ye might boaft^ 

If the afs was the. king of the brutes. 

Jamy Goofelj: Jamjr Gpofe, ye ha'c made but tocm 
ropfe. 

In hunting the wicked Lieutenant} 
Put the Dpdlor's your mark, for the L--^'s haly ark, 

He ha§ cooper'd and cawd a wrang pin in't. 

Poet Willie§, Poet Willie, gi' the Doftor a volly, 
Wi* your liberty's chain and your wit j 

O'er Pegafus' fide ye ne'er laid a ftride, 

Ye but fmelt, man, the place where h? fh-^t. 

Andro Qoukf , Andro Gouk, ye may flander the 
book. 
And the bopk not the \yar let rqe tell ye| 

Yo 

*Mr.A d.- tMr.G ,0 e.' | Mr. Y— g, C— *k, 

JMr.P 3,A— r, fDnA^Rf % 



Mc afe rich, vid look big, birt lay by bat and wigi 
< And ye*ll ha'e a calf's head o' fma' value. 

pBarr Stceniue*, Bart: Stcennie, what mean ye? whait 

r mean ye? 

J If ye*ll meddle tiae mail* wi* the mattetj 
f Ye may ha^e fome pretence to bavins and fenfe^ 
^ VfV people wha* ken ye nac better, 

^ Irvine fidef, Irvine fide^. wi^ your turkey-cock pi^e!^ 

Of manhood but fma* is your (hare; 
[ YeVethe figure, ^tis true, even yourfaes will allow, 
F And your friends they dare grant you nae main 

I MttiiiaiHi Jock J, Muirland Jock, when the L — d 
t makes a rock 

To cnifh common fenfe for her fins, 
i If ill manners were wit, there's no mortal fo fit 

To confound the poor Dodor at ance* 

, Holy Will II, Holy Will, there was wit i^ your IkuU, 
When ye pilfer'd the ahns o* ihepoorj 
The timmer is leant, when yeVe ta'en for a faint, 
Wha (hould fwing in a rape for an hour« 



Calvin^s 



♦ Mr. S,«r^n Y. , t—t. f Mr. S h, G- 

% Mr,S ■ ^d. B An £ r in M c 
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EPISTLE 



FROM A TAYLOR 



TO 



R OBER r BURNS. 



W HAT waefu* news is this I hear, 
Frae greeting I can fcarce forbear, 
Folk tells me, ye 're gawn afFthis year. 

Out o'er the fea. 
And laiTes wham ye lo'e fae dear 

Will greet for thee» 

Weel wad I like war ye to day, 
But Robin fince ye will away, 
I ha*e a word yet mair to fay. 

And maybe twa; 
May he proteft us night an' day. 

That made us a'* 
P Whar 
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Whar thou art gauii, keep mind frae me> 
Seek him fo bear thee companie, 
And, Robin, whan ye come to die, 

Ye'U won aboori. 
An* five at peace Xvi unify 

Ayont the moon^ 

Some tell me, Rab, ye dinha fear 
To get a wean, an' curfe an' fwear^ 
I'm unco waie, my lad, to hear 

O' fie a trade^ 
CouM I perfuade ye to forbear, 

I wad be gladrf 

Fu' weel ye keti ye'H gang tabel/j 
Gin yie perfift in doitx' ill— • 
Waes me f ye^^ hurKn' down the hili 
Withouten dread^ 
A<n' ye'll get kave to fwear your fill 
• After ye'fedead^ 

There*, walth o'' womeft ye'U get neaf^ 
But gettia' welwls ye will forbear, 
Ye'll never fay, ray boniii<e dear 

Gome, gift's a kifs— < 
Nae kiffing there — ^yell girn an' fneer,. 

An' ither hi&¥ - - -- 

^. ^ ^ ORabf 



Y 



V.^ 



:ir 
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O Rab ! lay by thy foolifh tricks, 
An* fteer nae mair the female fex, 
Or fome day ye'U .come through the pricks, 

An' that ye'll fee; 
YeUl fin' hard living wi' Auld Nicks j 

I'm wjae for thee. 

But what's this comes wi' fie a knell, 

Amaift as loud as ony bell, 

While it dpes mak' my confcience tell 

Me what is true, 
I'm but a Fagget cowt myfel', 

Pwrefib to you! 

We're owre like thofe wha think it fit, 
To fluff their noddles fu' o' wit, 
An' yet content in darknefs fit^ 

Wha fhun the light, 
To let them fee down to the pit, 

That lang dark night, 

33ut fareweel, Rab, I maun awa\ 
May he that made us keep us a', 
For that wad be a dreadfu' fa' 

And hurt us fair, 
J^^d, ye wad never mend ava, 

Sae, Rabj t^^ care. 
P 3 Hpb^rt 
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ROBERT BURNS' ANSWER. 



W^HAT ails ye now, ye loufie b ^h. 

To thrcfli my back at fie a pitch? 
Lofli man! hae mercy wi' your natch, 

Your bodkin's bauld> 
I did nafufFer ha'f fae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times when I grow croufe, 
I gi'e their wames a random poufe. 
Is that enough for you to foufe 

Your fervant fae ? 
Gae mind your feam, ye prick the loufe. 

An' jag the flae. 

King David o' poetic brief, 
Wrought 'mang the laffes fic mifchief 

A% 
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As SUM his after life wi* grief 

An' bloody rants^ 

An' yet he's rank'4 amang the thief 

O' lang fyne faunt& 

And maybe. Tarn, for a' my cants, /^ 

My wicked rhymes, an' drucken rants, 
I'll gie auld cloven Clooty's haunts 

An unco flip yet. 
An' fnugly fit amang the faunts. 

At Davie's hip yet. 

But fegs, the Seffion fays I maun 
Gae fa' upo' anither plan. 
Than garren laflfes cowp the cran 

Clean heels owre body. 
And f^url^ thole their mither's ban. 

Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on, to tell for fport. 
How I did wi' the Seffion fort — 
Auld CUnkum at the Inner port 

Cry'd three times, *^ Robin !'* 
^' Come hither lad, an' anfwer for*t, 

« Ye're blam'd for jobbinV 

Wi' pinch I put a Sunday's face on. 
An' fnoov'd awa' before the Seffion — 

I nuide 
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I made an open fair confeffion, 

IfcoraM to lie J 

An' fyne Mefs John, beyond expreffion. 
Fell foul o* me. 

A furnicator lown he caU'd me^ 

An* faid my fau't frae blifs expell'd me j 

I own'd the tale was true he tellM me, 

* But what the matter^* 
Quo' I, * I fear unlefs ye geld me, 

* ril ne*er be better.* 

" Geld you!" quo* he, <* and whatfore noj, 
" If that your right hand, leg or toe, 
** Should ever prove your fp'ritual foe, 

** You fhond remember 
" To cut it aff, an* whatfore no, 

** Your dcareft member,*^ 

* Na, na,* quo' I, * I'm no for that, 

* Gelding*s nae better than 'tis ca*t, 

* Vd rather fuffer for my faut, 

* A hearty fiewit, 

* As fair owre hip as ye can draw't I 

'Thp' Ifhoul^lrueit, 

* Or gin ye like to end the bother, 
^ To pleafe us a*, I've juft ae ither, 

?Wh€il 



^^^9m^m 



■ l^f .■ ^«^ 
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* Wheii next wi* yon lafs 1 forgather, 

* Whatever betide it, 

* rU frankly gi'e her*t a* thegither, 

* An* let her guide it** 

But, Sir^ this pleasM them warft of ava. 
An* therefore, Taiii j when that I faw, 
I faid * Gude night,' and cam* awa% 

And left the Seflion; 
1 faw they were refolved a' 

On my oppreffion* 




Epitaph 
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EPITAfH ON JOHN DOVE, 



INNKEEPER, MAUCHLINE. 



■••e^ l^ l^a— 



Here lies Johnny Pidgeori, 

What was his religion, 

"Whae'er defires to ken, 

To fom& other warl 

Maun follow the carl. 

For here Johnny Pidgeon had nane. 

Strong ale was ablution. 
Small beer perfecution, 
A dram was memento mori; 
But a full flowing bowl. 
Was the faving his foul. 
And Port was celeftial glory. 

Song, 



( 33 ) 
SONG, 



WRITTEN AND SUMO AT A GENERAL MEETING OF THE BXCISK- 
OFFICERS IN SCOTLAND. 



I. 



Tbe de'il cam' fiddling thro' the town, 
And danc'd awa' wi' the Excifcman j 
And ilk auld wife cry'd, " Auld Mahoun, 
" We wifti you luck o' the prize man. 

CHORUS. 

" We'll mak' our maut, and brew our drink, 
" We'll dance and fing and rejoice man; 
" And mony thanks to the muckle black de'il, 
** That danc'd awa' wi' the Excifeman* 



It 

" There's threefome reels, and fourfome reels, 
" There's hornpipes and ibathfpeys, man; 
** But the ae beft dance e'er cam' to our Ian', 
•* Was the deil's awa' wi' the E;xcifeman« 

CHORUS. 

« We'll mak' our maut, &c." 

E THE 



( 34 ) 



THE 



TWA HERD St. 



O a' ye pious godly flocks, 
Well fed on paflures orthpdox, 
Wha now will keep you frae the fdx, 

Or worrying tykes. 
Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks. 

About the dykes. 

The twa beft herds in a' the waft. 
That e'er ga'e gofpel horn a blaft, 
Thefe five and twenty fummers paft, 

O! doolto tell, 
Ha'e had a bitter black out-caft 

Atwcen themfeU 

0,M j; 

f This piece was among the firft of our Author's produ6tioni 
which be fubznitted to the puUic; and Was occafioned by a difputc 
between twQ Clergymeni near Kilmarnock* 



T 



^H^ 
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O, M^— y, man, and wordy R ^11, 

How could you raife fo vUe a buftle, 
Ye'U fee how new-light herds will whittle, 

And think it fine! 
The Lord's caufe ne'er gat fie a twiftle, 

Sin' I ha'e min'. 

O, Sirs ! whae'er wad ha'e expekit, 

Your duty ye wad fae neglekit, 

Ye wha were ne'er by lairds refpekit, 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themfelves elekit, 

To be their guide. 

What flock v/i' M— — y's flock could rank, 
Sae hale and hearty every Ihank, 
Nae poifon'd foor Arminian ftank. 

He let them tafl^, 
Frae Calvin's well, ay clear they drank, 

O'ficafeaft! 

The thummart, willcat, brqck and tod, 
Weel kend his voice thro' a' the wood, 
He finell'd their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in. 
And weel he lik'd to fhed their bluid. 

And fell their ikin. 

E 2 What 
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What herd like R ^11 tellM his tale, 

His voice was heard thro' muir and dale, 
He kend the Lord's fheep ilka tail. 

O'er a* the height, 
And few gin they were fick or hale. 

At the firft fight. 

He fine a mangy fheep could fcrub. 

Or nobly fling the gofpel club, 

And new-light herds could nicely drub, 

Or pay their fkin. 
Could fhake them o'er the burning dub. 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa, O ! do I live to fct'tj 
Sic famous twa fliould difagreet. 
And names, like villain, hypocrite, 

Ilk ither gi'en, 
While new-light herds wi' laughin' fpite. 

Say neither's liein*. 

A* ye wha tent the gofpel fauld, 

There's D n deep, and P s, (haul. 

But chiefly thou, apoftle A — d. 

We truft in thee, 
That thou wilt work them, hot and cauld, 

Till they agree. 

Confider, 



^m 
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Confider, Sirs, how we're bcfet. 
There's fcarce a new herd that we get. 
But comes frae 'mang that curfed fet, 

I winna name, 
I hope frae heav'n to fee them yet 

In fiery flame. 

D e has been lang our fae, 

M' 11 has wrought us meikle wae. 

And that curs'd rafcal caM M' e^ 

And baith the S — 



That aft ha'e made us black and blae, 

Wi' vengefu' paws. 

Auld W ^w, lang has hatch'd mifchief. 

We thought ay death wad bring relief. 
But he has gotten to our grief, 

Ane to fucceed him, 
A chield wha'U foundly buff our beef; 

I meikle dread him. 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openly rebel, 
Forby turn-coats amang ourfel. 

There's S — ^h for ane, 
I doubt he's but a grey nick quill, 

And that yc'll fin'. 

0!a' 
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O ! a' ye flocks, o*er a' the hills, 

By moflfes, meadows, moors, and fells. 

Come join your counfel and your fkills. 

To cow the lairds. 
And get the brutes the power themfells. 

To choofe their herds% 

Then orthodoxy yet may prance. 
And learning in a woody dance. 
And that fell cur caM common fenfe» 

That bites fae fair. 
Be banifliM o'er the fea to France, 

Let him bark there. 

Then Shaw's and Dalrymple's eloquence, 

M* U's clofe nervous excellence, 

M^Qj-e's pathetic manly fenfe. 

And guid M* ^h, 

Wi* S — ^th wha thro' the heart can glance. 

May a' pack aff. 



Letter 
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LETTER 

TO 

JOHN GOUDIE, 

KILMARNOCK, 

OK THE PUBLICATION OF HIS ESSAYS. 



OGoudie! terror of the Whigs, 
Dread of black coats and reverend wigs, 
Soor Bigotry, on her laft legs, 

Girnin' looks back, 
Wifhia' the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad feize you quick. 

Poor gapin% glowrin' Superftition, 

Waes me! fhe*s in a fad condition; 

Fy, bring Black- Jock, her ftate phyfician, 

To fee her w-t-er j 
Alas ! there's ground o' great fufpicion 

She'll ne'er get better. 

Auld 
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Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 
But now fhe's got an unco ripple, 
Hafte, gie her name up i' the chappel. 

Nigh unto death; 
See how fhe fetches at the thrapple, 

An' gafps for breath. 

Enthufiafm^s paft redemption, 
Gaen in a galloping confumption, 
Not a' the quacks, wi' a' their gumption. 

Will ever mend her. 
Her feeble pulfe gies ftrong prefumption 

Death foon will end hen 

*Tis you and * Taylor are the chief, 
Wha are to blame for this mifchief ; 
But gin the Lord's ain focks gat leave, 

A toom tar barrel 
An* twa red peats wad fend relief, 

An* end the quarrel* 

Holy 

* Dr. Taylor of Norwich. 
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HOLY WILLIE'S 



PRAYER. 



THOU, wha in the heavefls doft dwell, 
Wha, as it pleafes beft thyfel'. 

Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell, 
A' for thy glory. 

And no for ony guid or ill 

They Ve done afore thee ! 

1 blefs and praife thy matchlefs might. 
Whan thoufands thou haft left in night, 
That I am here afore thy fight. 

For gifts an' grace, 
A bumin* an* a fhinin* light. 

To a' this place. 
F What 
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What was I, or my generation, 
That I fhould get fuch exaltation, 
I wha deferve fic juft damnation. 

For broken laws. 
Five thoufand years *fore my creation. 

Thro* Adam's caufe^ 

When frae my mither's womb I fell, 
Thou might ha'e plunged me in hell. 
To gnafli ffly gums, to weep and wail. 

In bumin' lake, 
Whar damned devils roar and yell, 

ChainM to a flake. 

Yet I am here a chofen fample. 

To fhow thy grace is great an* ample; 

Vm here a pillar in thy temple. 

Strong as a rock, 
A guide, a buckler, an' example 

To a' thy flock. 

But yet, O L — d ! confefs I muft, 
At times I'm fafli'd wi'flefhly lufl: 
An' fometimes too, wi' warldly truft. 

Vile felf gets inj 
But thou remembers we are dull, 

Defil'd in fin. 

OL— dl 
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O L-^! yeftreen, thou kens, wi* Meg, 

Thy pardon I fincerely beg, 

O ! may it ne'er be a livin' plague 

To my difhonour, 
An* ?11 ne'er lift a lawlefs l-r-g 

Again upon her* 

Befides, I farther maun allow, 
Wi' Lizie's lafs, three times I trow; 
But, L— d, that Friday I was fow, 

"When I came npar her. 
Or elfe, thou kens, ihjfervant true 

Wad ne'er ha'e fteer'd her* 

Maybe thou lets ^sjlejbly tborn^ 
Befet thy fervant e'en and morn. 
Left he owre high and proud fhou*d tiuti, 

'Caufe he's fae gifted i 
If fae, thy ban' maun e'en be born, 

Until thou lift it. 

L-i-^ blefs thy chofen in this place. 

For here thou haft a cbofen race; 

But Gr— d confound their ftubborn face. 

And blaft their name, 
Wha bring thy elders to difgrace, 

An* public ihame» 
F2 L— d 
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L — d mind G n H — ^^—^n's deferts. 

He drinks, an' fwears, an' plays at carts. 
Yet has fae mony takin' arts, 

Wi* grit an* fma', 
Frae G — d*s an* prieft the people's hearts 

He fleals awa'« 

An' whan we chaften'd him therefore. 
Thou kens how he bred fic a fplore, 
As fet the warld in a roar , 

O'laughin'atus; 
Curfe thou his bafket and his (lore, 

Kail an' potatoes. 

L — d hear my eameft cry an' pray'r, 

Againft that prelbyt'ry o' Ayr; 

Thy ftrong right hand, L-r-d make it bare, 

Upo' their heads, 
L*'^ weigh it down, and dinna fpare, 

For their mifdeeds. 

O L— rd my G — d, that glib-tonguM A ■ n, 

My very heart an' faul are quakin*, 

To think how we flood fweatin', fhakin'. 

An' p — d wi' dread, 
While be wi* hingin* lips and fi^akin% 

Held up his headt 
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L-— d in the day of vengeance try him, 
L — d vifit them wha did employ him, 
An' pafs not in thy mercy by 'em. 

Nor hear their pray'r; 
But for thy people's fake deftroy 'em, 

And dinna fpare* 

But, Lr—d remember me and mine 
Wi' mercies temp'ral and divine, 
That I for gear and grace may fhine, 

Exceird by nane, 
An' a' the glory fhall be thine. 

Amen, Amen* 



The 
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THE INVENTORY. 

IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BT THB SURVEYOR 
OF THE TAXES. 



[T'bis Poem has been printed in the Livtr-^ 
pool edition^ but is here given with additions 
from a manufcript of the Author. The lines ad-- 
ded are printed in Italics.] 



Sir, as your mandate didrequeft^ 
I fend you here a faithfu' lift, 
O' gudes ah* gear, an' a' my graith. 
To which Pm clear to gi*e my aith» 

Imprimis then, for carriage cattle, 
I have four brutes o' gallant mettle. 
As ever drew afore a pettle. 



My 
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My ^Laif aforth a gude auld has htcn^ 
An' wight an' wilfu' a* his days been* 
My '\Lan ahin^s a weel gaun fiUie, 
That aft has borne me hame frae Killie J, 
An' your auld burrough mony a time. 
In days when riding was nae crime— 
But ance "whan in my wooing pride 
Hike a hUckbead booft to ride^ 
^be wilfu^ creature foe I pat to^ 
(Lt-hI pardon a^ fnyjins ati that to I) 
I play d myjilliejic ajban)ie^ 
She^s a^ bedeviVd wP the^jpavie. 
My \Furr abin^% a wordy beafti 
As e*er in tug or tow was trac'd.— 
The fourth's a Highland Donald haftie^ 
A d — ^n'd red wud Kilburnie blaftie; 
Foreby a Gowt^ o' Convfs the wale. 
As ever ran afore a tail. 
If he be fpar'd to be a beaft, 
He'll draw me fifteen pun' at leaft.— 
Wheel carriages I ha'e but few. 
Three carts, an' twa are'feckly new; 



Ae 



* The fore horfe on the left-hand in the plough. 
f The hindmoft on the left-hand in the plough, 
\ Kilmarnock* 
II The fame on the right-hand in the plough. 
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Ae auld wheelbanow, mair for token, 
Ae leg an' baith the trams are broken j 
I made a poker o' the fpin'lej 
An' my auld mother brunt the trin'le* — 
For men, I Ve three mifchievous boysj 
Run devils for rantin* an* for noife j 
A gaudfoian ane, a thraflier t'other. 
Wee Davock bauds the nowt in fother, 
I rule them as I ought, difcreetly. 
An' aften labour them compleatly. 
An' ay on Sundays duly nightly, 
I on the queftians targe them tightly; 
Till faith, wee Davock's tumM fae gleg^ 
Tlio' fcarcely langer than your leg^ 
He'll fcreed you afF Effe£lual CalHng, 
As faft as ony in the dwalling, — 
I've naoe in female fei*van' ftation, 
(L — d keep me ay frae a' temptation!) 
I ha'e nae wife; and that my blifsis. 
An* ye have laid nac tax on miffes ; 
An' then if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the devils dare na touch me. 
Wr weans I'm mair than weel contented, 
Heav'n fent me ane mae than I wanted* 
My fonfie fmirking dear-bought Befs, 
She flares the daddy in her face. 
Enough of ought ye like but grace; 



But 
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But her, my bonny fweet wee lady^ 
IVe paid enough for her already, 
An' gin ye tax her or her mither, 
B' the L — d! ye'fe get them a' thegithen 

And now, remember Mr. A-k-n, 
Nae kind of licence out Vm takin'j 
Frae this timefortby I do declare^ 
ffe ne^er ride borfe nor hizzie mair; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life 111 paidle. 
Ere I fae dear pay for a faddle ; 
My travel a' on foot V\\ ihank it, 
I've fturdy bearers, Gude be thankit,— 
The Kirk an you may tali you tbat^ 
It puts hut little in your pat \ 
Sat dinna put me in your huke^ 
Nor for my ten white Jhillings luke. 

This lift wi' my ain han' I wrote it, 
Day an' date as under notit. 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Subfcripji huic^ ROBERT BURNS. 



Mofsgiel^ February 22d^ 1786. 

G THE 
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THE 



HENPECKED HUSBAND. 



^•aeS W!&W fl»<'* ^ 



Cursed be the man, the pooreft wretch in life^^ 
The crouching vaflal to the tyrant wife, 
Who has no will but by her high permiffiohj 
Who has not fixpence but in het pofleffibn; 
Who muft to her his dear friend^s fecret tellj 
Who dreads a curtain-ledure Woffe than helL 
Were fuch the wife had fallen to niy {)art, 
I'd break her fpirit, or I'd break her heart; 
Td charm her with the magic of a fwitch, 
Td kifs her maids, and kick the perverfe b — tx^ 

AooR£8i 
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ADDRESS 
ILLEGITIMATE CHILD. 



1 Hou's welcome wean^mifhanter fa' mCt 
If ought of thee, or of thy mammy^ 
Shall ever dantoh me, or awe me, 

My fweet wee lady, 
Or if I blufh when thou fhalt ca' me 
Tit-ta or daddy. 

Wee image of my bonny Betty, 
I, fatherly will kifs an' daut thee. 
As dear an* near my heart I fet thee 
Wi' as gude will 
As a' the priefts had feen me get thee 
That's out o' }x-Uf 
G 2 Wljat 
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What tho' they ca' me fornicator. 
An' teafe my name in kintry clatter : 
The mair they tauk Yta kent the better, 

E'en let them clafh ; 
An auld wife's tongue's a fecklefs matter 

To gie an fafh. 

Sweet fruit o' mony a merry dint, 
My funny toil is now a' tint. 
Sin' thou came to the warl afklent, 

Which fools may feoff at j 
In n^y laft plack thy part's be in't. 

The better ha'fo't. 

An' if thou be what I wad ha'e thee, 
An' tak' the counfel I fall gi'e thee, 
A lovin' father I'll be to thee, 

If thoubefpar'd; 
Thro' a' thy childifh years I'll e'e thee, 

An' think't weel war'd, 

Gude grant that thou may ay inherit 
Thy mither's perfon, grace an' merit. 
An' thy poor worthlefs dady's fpirit, 

Without his failins, 
^Twill pleafe me mair to hear an' fee't. 

Than ftocket mailens. 

Epigram, 
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E PI GRAM, 



Burns, accompanied by a friend, having gone to In- 
verary at 4 time when fome company were there 
on a vifit to his Grace the Duke of Argyll, find-* 
ing himfelf and his companion entirely neglefted 
by the Inn-keeper, whofe whole attention feemed 
to be occupied with the vilitors of his Grace, ex- 
preffed his difapprobation of the incivility witli 
which they were treated in the following lines: 



W HO e'er he be that fojoums here, 

I pity much his cafe, 
Unlefs he come to wait upon 

The Lord their God, his Grace. 

There's naething here but Highland pride, 

And Highland fcab and hunger; 
If Providence has fent me here, 

'Twas furely in an anger. 

Epitaph 
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EPITAPH 

ON A 

WAG IN MAUGHLINE. 

Lament 'im MaUchliiie hulbands a\ 

He aften did affift ye; 
For had ye ftaid whole weeks awa\ 

Your wives they ne'er had mifs'd ye* 

Ye Mauchline bairns, as on ye pafs 
To fchodl in bands thegither, 

O tread ye lightly on his grafs^ 
Perhaps he was your father. 



EPIGRAM 

ON elphinstone's translation of Martial's 

EPICRAMS. 



O THOU whom Poetry abhors, 
Whom Profe has turned out of doOfs, 
Heard*ft thou that groan — proceed no further, 
'Twas laurell'd Martial roaring murder. 

Elegy 
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ELEGY 



OM 



tHE YEAR 1788* 



FdR Lords or kings I dinila moutn, 
E'en let thdm die — ^for that they're bora! 
feirt oh ! prodigious to refleiS:, 
A Towmontf Sirs, is gane to wreck! 
O Eighty-Eighty in thy fma* fpaiDe 
What dire events ha'e taken place! 
Of what enjoyments thoU haft reft us! 
tn what a pickle thou haft left us! 

The Spanifli empire's tint a head, 
An* my auld teethlefs Bawtie's dead; 
The toolzie's teugh 'tween Pitt an* Foxj 
An' our gudewife's wee birdy cocks; 
The tane isgkme, a bluidy devil, 
But to the hen-birds unco civil; 
The tither's dour, has nae fie breeding 
But better ftuff ne'er claw'd a znidden ! 



Ye 
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Ye minifters, come mount the pupit. 
An' cry till ye be haerfe an' rupit j 
For Eighty eight he wifh'd you weel. 
An' gied you a' baith gear an' meal ; 
E'en mony a plack, an' mony a peck. 
Ye ken yourfels, for little feck I 

Ye bonny lafles, dight your cent 
For fome o' you ha'e tint a frien'; 
In Eighty-eighty ye ken, was ta'en 
What ye'U ne'er ha'e to gi'e again* 

Obferve the very nowt an' fheep, 
How dowfFan' dowie now they creep; 
Nay, even the yirth itfel' does cry. 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry. 

O Eighty^nine^ thou's but a bairn^ 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn! 
Thou beardlefs boy, I pray tak' care, 
Thou now has,got thy Daddy's chair, 
Nae hand-cufPd, mizlM, haff-fhackl'd Regent^ 
But, like himfer, a full free agent. 
Be fure ye follow out the plan 
Nae war than he did, honeft man! 
As muckle better as you can* 



\ 



January i, 17S9. 

VSRSBS 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Woods on bis Benefit night ^ 
Monday^ i6tb April^ "^1^1* 



WThen by a generous Public's kind acclaim, 
That deareft meed is granted — ^honeft fame; 
When here your favour is the a£lor\ lot, 
Nor even the man va private life forgot; 
"What breaft fo dead to heav'nly Virtue's glow. 
But heaves impaffion'd with the grateful throe. 

Poor is the tafk to pleafe a barb'rous throng, 
It needs no Siddons' powers in Southern's fong; 
But here an ancient nation famM afar. 
For genius, learning high, as great in war- 
Hail, Caledonia, name for ever dear! 
Before whofe fons Pm honoured to appear! 

H Where 
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Where every fcience — every nobler art — 

That can inform the mindj or mend the heart. 

Is known ; as grateful nations oft have found 

Far as the rude barbaiian marks the bound. 

Philofophy, no idle pedant dream^ 

Here holds her fearch by heaven-taught Reafon's 

beam ; 
Here Hiftory paints, with elegance and force. 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating courfe ; 
Here Douglas forms wild Shakefpeare into plan. 
And Harley* roufes all the god in man. 
When well-form *d tafte, and fparkling wit unite. 
With manly lore^ or female beauty bright, 
(Beauty, where faultlefs fymmetiy and grace. 
Can only charm us in the fecond place,) 
Witnefs my heart, how oft with panting fear, 
As on this night, IVe met thefe judges here ! 
But ft ill the hope Experience taught to 11 ve^ 
Equal to judge — you're candid to forgive. 
No hundred-headed Riot here we meet. 
With decency aad law beneath his feet; 
Nor Infolence affumes fair Freedom's name; 
Like Caledoniai^s, you applaud or blame. 

O thou, dread Power! whofe empire-giving hand 
Has oft been ftretch'd to fliield the honourM land ! 



TUc Man of Feeling, wrote bj Mr. M'KcnzIe- 



Strong] 
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Strong may flie glow with all her ancient fire ; 

May every fon be worthy of his fire; 

Firm may fhe rife with generous difdain 

At Tyranny's, or direr Pleafure's chain ; 

Still felf-dependent in her native fhore, 

Bold may (he brave grim Danger's loudeft roar 

Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more 



>re. J 



ON MISS J. SCOTT, 

OF AYR. 



Oh! had each Scot of ancient times, 
Been, Jeany Scott, as thou art, 
'The braveft heart on Englifh ground, 
Had yielded like a coward, 

H 2 Verses 
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VERSES 

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW OF THE INN AT CARRON^ 



3e>ftCS<^c 



AV E cam* na here to view your warks. 

In hopes to be mair wife, 
But only, left we gang to hell, 

It maybe nae furprife: 
But whan we tirl*d at your door, 

Your porter dought na hear us ; 
Sae may, fhouM we to hell's yetts comci 

Your billy Satan fair us ! 



LINES 

Wrote by BurnSj while on his death-bed^ to y — n 
R — K'-N^ Ayr/hire^ and forwarded to him immedi-^ 
ately after the Poefs death. 



He who of R — k— n fang, lies ftifF and dead, 
And a green grafly hillock hides his head; 
Alas ! Alas ! a deviliih change indeed* 

At 
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At a meeting of the Dumfriesfliire Volunteers, held 
to commemorate the anniverfary of Rodney *s 
^£tory, April 12th, 1782, Burns was called 
upon for a Song, inftead of which he delivered 
the following lines extempore. 



Instead of a fong, boys, PU give youatoaft. 
Here's the memory of thofe on the twelfth that we 

loft; 
That we loft, did I fay, nay, by heav'n that we found^^ 
For their fame it ftiall laft while the world goes 

round, 
The next in fucceflion, TU give you the King, 
Whoe'er wou'd betray him, on high may he fwing j 
And here's the grand fabric, our free Cpnftitution, 
As built on the bafe of the great Revolution; 
And longer with Politics, not to be cramm'd, 
Be Anarchy curs'd, and be Tyranny damn'd; 
And who wou'd to Liberty e'er prove difloyaJ, 
May his fon be a hangman, and he his firft trial. 

J^INES 
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LINES 



Written and prefcnted to Mrs. KemblEj on feeing 
ber in the Cbaradler of Takicq — Dumfries Tbea^ 
tre, 1794. 



Kemble, thou cur'ft my unbelief 

Of Mofes and his rod ; 
At Yarico's fweet notes of grief, 

The rock with tears had flow'd. 



On being ajked why God bad made Mifs Davis fa 
little and Mrs. * '^ * f) large. 

Written on a pane of glass in the Inn at Moffat. 



Ask why God made the gem fo fmall. 

And why fo huge the granite? 
Becaufe God meant mankind Ihould fet 

That higher value on it. 

The 
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THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO ME: 



A SON^G. 



W HEN January winds were blawing cauld, 

As to the north I bent my way, 
The darkfome night did me enfauld, 

Ikend na where to lodge till day: 
By my good luck a lafs I met, 

Juft in the middle of my care. 
And kindly Ihe did me invite. 

To walk into a chamber fain 

I bow'd fu' low to this fam' maid. 

And thankM her for her courtefie; 
I bowM fu' low to this fair maid, 

And bad her mak' a bed for me: 
She made the bed both large and wide, 

Wi' her twa white hands fhe fpread it down j 
She put the cup to her rofy lip. 

And drank, ** Young man, now flecp ye found/* 

She 
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She fnatchM the candle in her hand, 

And frae my chamber went wi' fpeed; 
But I caird her quickly back again, 

To lay fbme mair beneath my head. 
A cod flie laid beneath my head, 

And ferved me with due refpedj 
Syne to falute her wi' a kifs, 

I flang my arms about her neck, 

Haud afFyour hands^ young man, faid fhe, 

And dinna fae uncivil be; 
Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 

O wrang na my virginity ! 
Her hair was like the links o' gowd, 

Her teeth were like the ivory. 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 

I kifsM her o'er and o'er again. 

And ay (he wift na what to fay ; 
I laid her 'tween me and the wa'. 

The laffie thought na lang till day# 
Her bofom was the driven fnaw, 

Twa drifted heaps fae fair to fee. 
Her limbs the polifliM marble ftane. 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 



«■■ 



^^9K 
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Upon the morrow when we raife, 

I thank'd her for her courtefie; 
But ay fhe fighM and cry'd, " Alas ! 

** Alas ! young man, ye Ve ruinM me.' 
I lookM her in her bonny face, 

While the tear flood twinklin' in her e'e ; 
And faid, Sweet laffie dinna cry, 

Ye ay fhall mak' the bed to me. 



9> 



She took her mither's hoUand fheets. 

And made them a' in farks to mc; 
Blythe and merry may ftie be> 

The lafs that made the bed to me; 
The braw lafs made the bed to me. 

The bonnie lafs made the bed to me, 
rU ne'er forfake till the day I die. 

The lafs that made the bed to me. 




ON 
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ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 



On a bank of flowers one fummer's day. 

For fummer lightly drefs'd, 
iThe youthful blooming Neily lay. 

With love and fleep opprefs'd^ 
When Willy, wander'd thro* the wood. 

Who for her favour oft had fu'd, 
He gazM, he wifhM, he fearM, he blufti'd. 

And trembl'd where be ftood. 

Her clofed eyes, like weapons flieathM, 

Were fealM in foft repofe; 
Her lips ftill as they fragrant breathed, 

It richer dyM the rofe. 
The fpringing lilies fweetly prefsM, 

Wild wanton kifs'd her rival breaftj 
He gaz'd, he wifli'd, he fear'd, he blufh'd, 

His bofom ill at reft. 

Her 
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Her robes, light waving in the breeze. 

Her tender limbs embrace, 
Her lovely form, her native eafe. 

All harmony and grace. 
Tumultuous tides his pulfes roll, 

A flattVing ardent kifs he ftole; 
He gazM, he wifh'd, he fearM, he blufh'd, 

And figh'd his very fouL 

As flies the partridge from the brake. 

On fear infpired wings; 
So Nelly ftartling half awake, 

Away af&ighted fprings, 
But Willy foUowM as he fliould. 

He overtook her in the wood, 
fie vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid 

Forgiving all and good* 




I 2 EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH ON HOLY WILLIE. 




Here Holy Willie's fair worn clay 

Taks up its laft abode ; 
His faul has ta'en fome other way, 

I fear, the left-hand road. 

Stop ! there he is as fare's a gun, 

Poor filly body fee him j 
Nae wonder he's as black's the grun, 

Obferve wha's Handing wi' him. 

Your brunftane devilfhip I fee 
Has got him there before ye; 

But ha'd your nine-tail cat a wee, 
Till ance you've heard my ftory, 

Your pity I will not implore. 

For pity ye have nane; 
Juftice, alas! has gi'en him o'er,' 

And mercy's day is gaen. 



But hear me. Sir, de'il as ye are. 

Look fomething to your credit; 
A coof like him wou'd ftain your name, 

If it were kent ye did it. 

STANZAS 
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STANZAS 



TO THE 



MEMORY OF ROBERT BURNS, 



BY EDWARD RUSHTON. 



»e«edl€^^<^^ 



Poor, wildly fweet uncultured flower, 

Thou lowlieft of the Mufe's bowV, 

" Stern ruin's ploughfliare, 'mang the ftowre, 

'' HascrufhMthyftem;' 
^' And forrowing verfe fhall mark the hour, y 

" Thou bonnie gem.** 

'Neath the green turf, dear Nature's child. 

Sublime, pathetic, artlefs, wild. 

Of all thy quips and cranks defpoil'd. 

Cold doft thou lie J 
And many a youth and maiden mild 

Shall o'er thee figh, 

Thofe 
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Thofe powers that eagle-wing'd could foar^ 
That heart which ne'er was cold before^ 
That tongue which caus'd the table roar, 

Are now laid low. 
And Scotia's fpns (hall hear no more 

Thy raptVous flow. 

Warm'd with ** a fparic o' Nature's fire,*' 
From the rough plough thou didft afpire 
To make a fordid world admire ; 

And few like thee, 
Oh! Burns, have fwept the minftrel's lyre 

With ccftacy. 

E'er winter's icy vapours fail, 
The violet in the uncultur'd dale, 
So fwcetly fcents the palling gale. 

That Ihephcrd boys, 
Led by the fragrance they inhale. 

Soon find their prize. 

So when to life's chill glens confin'd, 
Thy rich, tho' rough untutor'd mind, 
Pour'd on the fenfe of each rude hind 

Such fonfy lays, 
That to thy brow was foon aflign'd 

The wreath of praifct 

Anon, 
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Anoti, with nobler daring bleft» 

The wiJd notes throbbing at thy breaft^ 

Of friends, wealth, learning unpofTeis'd, 

Thy fervid mind 
Towards fame^s proud turrets boldly prefs'd, 

And pleasM mankind* 

But what avaird thy powers to pleafe. 
When want approached, and pale difeafe; 
Could thefe thy in£sint brood appeafe 

That wailM for bread? 
Or could they, for a moment, eafe 

Thy wo- worn' head? 

Applaufe, poor child of minftrelfy. 
Was all the worid e'er gave to thee; 
Unmov'd, by pinching penury 

They faw thee torn. 
And now, kind fouls ! with fympathy, 

Thy lofs they mourn* 

Oh! how I lothe the bloated train, 
Who oft had heard thy dulcet ftrain; 
Yet, when thy frame was racfcM with pain. 

Could keep aloof. 
And eye with opulent difdain 

Thy lowly roof. 



Yes, 
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Yes, proud Dumfries, oh ! would to Heaven 
Thou hadft from that cold fpot been driven. 
Thou might'ft have found fome fhelt'ring haven 

On this fide Tweed: — 
Yet, ah! e'en here, poor bards have ftriveii. 

And died in need. 

True genius fcorns to flatter knaves. 
Or crouch amidft a race of flaves; 
His foul, while fierce the tempeft ravesj 

No tremor knows^ 
And with unfhaken nerve he braves 

Life's pelting woes. 

No wonder, then, that thou fhduldft find 
Th* averted glance of half mankind ; 
Shouldft fee the fly, flow, fupple mind 

To wealth afpire. 
While fcorn, negleft, and want, combin d 

To quench thy fire. 

While wintry winds pipe loud and fl:rong. 
The high-percliM ftorm-cock pours his fong j 
So thy -^lian lyre was ftrung 

'Midfl; chilling times ; 
Yet clearly didfl: thou roll along 

Thy " routh of rhymes.** 

And 
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And oh! that routh of rhymes fhall raife 
For thee a lafting pile of praife. 
Haply fome wing, in thefe our days, 

Has loftier foarM : 
But from the heart more melting lays 

Were never pour'd. 

Where Ganges rolls his yellow tide, 
Where bleft Golumbu§* waters glide. 
Old Scoda's fons, fpread far and wide. 

Shall oft rehearfe, 
With forrow fome, but all with pride. 

Thy 'witching verfct 

In early fpring, thy earthly bed 

Shall be with many a wild flow'r fpread; 

The violet there her fweets fhall fhed. 

In humble guife. 
And there the mountain-daify's head 

Shall duly rife. 

While darknefs reigns, fhould bigotry. 
With boiling blood, and bended knee. 
Scatter the weeds of infamy 

O'er thy cold clay, 
Thofe weeds, at light's firft blufh, fhall be 

Soon fwept away. 

K And 
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And when thy fcorners are no more. 
The lonely glens, and fea-beat fliore> 
Where thou haft croon'd thy fancies o'er 

With foul elate. 
Oft fhall the bard at eve explore. 

And mourn thy fate. 



LINES 

WRITTEN EXTEMPORE IN A LADY'S POCKET-BOOK^ 
BY R. BURNS. 



Grant me, indulgent heaven, that I may live 
To fee the mifcreants feel the pains they give; 
Deal Freedom's facred treafures free as air, 
Till flave and defpot be but things which were. 



POETICAL 
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POETICAL EPISTLE TO BURNS. 

The following Lines were addrefled to the Poet by 
the Rev. John Skikner, author of the popular 
fong of Tullocbgorum; and, it is hoped, they will 
be confidered as an acceptable addition to thispu* 
blication. 



O! HAPPY hour for ever mah:, 

That led my Chill up Charmers'* flair, * 

And gae him, what he values fair, 

Sae braw a fkance, 
Of Ayrfhire's dsdnty Poet there 

By lucky chance. 
% 
Waes my auld heart I was na wi* you, 
Tho' worth your while I cou'd na gie you. 
But fin' I had na hap to fee you 

Whan ye was North, 
I*m bauld to fend my fervice ti you 

Hyne o'er the Forth. 
K 2 Sac 

* The printer of the Aberdeen Journal, in whofc houfe Mr. Skinner 
firft (aw Bums's Poems. 
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Sae proud's I am that ye hae heard 

O' my attempts to be a Bard^ 

And thinks my mufe nae that ill-fard: 

Sell o' your face ! 
I wad na wifs for m^ reward 

Than your good gr?ice^ 

Your bonny bookie, line by line 
IVe read, and think it freely fine: 
Indeed I dare na ca't divine^ 

As others might, 
For that, ye ken, frae pen like mine 

Wad no be right. 

But, by my fang, I dinna wonner 
That your admirers mony hunner. 
Let gowkit flieps pretend to fcunner, 

And tak' oflFence, 
YeVe naething faid that looks like blunner 

To fowks o' fenfe. 

Your pauky " Dream*' has humour in't, 

I never faw the like in print: 

The birth-day Laurit durft na mint 

As ye hae dane, 
And yet there's nae a fingle hint 

Can be mifta'ent 



Your 
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Your '' Mailie,'* and yotirguid " Auld Mare/' 
And " Hallow-even's" funny cheer, 
There's nane that'3 read them, far or near, 

But reezes Robie, 
And thinks them as diverting gear ' 

As Yoric's Tobie, 

But, O! the well-tauld '' Cottar's Night'' 
Is what gies me the maift delight: 
A piece fae finifli'd, and fae tight, 

There's nane o's a' 
Cou'd preachment-timmer cleaner dight 
• In kirk nor ha'. 

But what need this or that to name ? 
It's own'd by a' there's no a theme 
Ye tak' in hand hut's a' the fame. 

And nae ane o' them 
But weel may challenge a' the fame 

That we can gi' them. 

For me, I heartily allow you 

The wald o' praife fae juftly due you: 

And but aPlowmian! — Sail I true you? 

Gin it be fae, 
A miracle I will avow you, 

Deny't wha may. 

What 
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What recks a leafti o* claffic lare 
Thro' feven years and fome guide mair. 
Whan plowman-lad, wi* nature bare, 

Sae far furpafles 
A* we can do wi' ftudy fair 

To climb Pamaffus* 

But, thanks to praife, ye're i* your prime, 
And may chant on this lang lang time; 
For, let me tell you, 'tware a crime 

To hadd your tongue,j 
Wi' fie a knack's ye hae at rhime. 

And you fae young* * 

Ye ken it's nae for ane like me 
To be fae droll as ye can be : 
But ony help that I can gie, 

Tho'tbebutfma,' 
Your leaft command, Tfe lat you fee, 

Sail gar me draw* 

An hour or twa, by hook or crook. 
And maybe three, fome orrow owk. 
That I can fpare frae haly buik, 

(For that's my hobby,) 
ril fteal awa' to fome by-neuk 

And crack wi' Robie. 

Wad 
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Wad ye but only crack again, 
Juft what ye like in ony ftrain, 
ril tak' it kind; for, to be plain, 

I do exped it; 
And, mair than that, 1*11 no be fain 

Gin ye negled it. 

To LiNSHART, gin my hamc ye fpier, 
Whare I hae hefft near fifty year, 
'Twill come in courfe, ye need na fear; 

The pairt's weel kent; 
And poftage, be it cheap or dear, 

ril pay content 

Now after a% hae me exqueez'd 
For wifhing nae to be refeez'd, 
I dinna covet to be reez'd 

For this fiel lilt; 
But, fiel or wife, gin ye be pleasM, 

Ye're welcome till't, 

Sae, canty Plowman, fare ye weel : 
Lord blefs ye lang wi' hae and heil. 
And keep you ay the honeft chicl 

That ye hae been ; 
Syne lift you to a better biel 

Whan this 18 dane! 
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P. S. This auld Scots mufe Pve courted lang, 
And fpar'd nae pains to win her j 
Dowf tho' I be in ruftic fang, 
I'm no a late beginner. 

But now auld age taks dowie turns. 

Yet troth, as I'm a finner, 
I'll ay be fond o* Robie Bums^ 

While I can fign 

John Skinner* 
Unjbarty Sept. ^$tb^ 1787* 




Printed by Chapman £5* Langy "1 
Trongate^ Glafgow* 3 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED TO 

MR. JOHN RANK EN, 

The per/on to whom bis Poem on Jbooting the Par- 
tridge is addrejffedj while he occupied the Farm of 
Adamhill in Ayrjbire^ 



rS.'Bs day, as Death, that grufome carl, 
Was driving to the tither warl', 
A mixie-maxie motely fquad. 
And mony a guilt-befpotted lad ; 
Black gowns of each denomination, 
And thieves of every rank and ftation, 
From him that wears the ftar and garter 
To him that wintles in a halter: 

L Aflxam'd 
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AfhaiuM himfelf to fee the wretches, 

He mutters, glowering at the bitches, 

" By G-d rU not be feen behint them, 

'* Nor 'mang the fp 'ritual core prefent them, 

" Without, at lead ae honeft man, 

" To grace this damn'd infernal clan." 

By Adamhill a glance he threw, 

" L— d, G-d !'' quoth he, " I have it now, 

^' There's juft the man I want, in faith," 

And quickly flopped Ranken's breath. 



VERSES 

Addrcjfcd to the above J. Ranken^ on bis writing 
to the PoET^ that agiri in that part of the country 
was with child by him. 



1 AM a keeper of the law 

In fomefma' points, altho' not a'; 

Some people tell me gin I fa', 

Ae way or ither, 
The breaking of ae point, tho' fma'. 

Breaks a' thegither. 

I hae 
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I hae been in for't ance or twice, 
And winna fay o'er far for thrice, 
Yet never met with that furprife 

That broke my reft, 
But now a rumour's like to rife, 

A whaup's i'the neft. 

EPIGRAM 

ON 

CAPT, FRANCIS GROSE, 

THE CELEBRATED ANTIQUARY. 

The following epigram^ written in a moment offejii^ 
vity by Burns ^ was fo much reltjhed by Grofe^ that . 
he made itferve as an excufe for prolonging the con- 
vival occafion that gave it birth to a very late hour. 

-.*¥«^«^ 

1 HE Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 
So whip! at the fummons, old Satan came flying; 
But when heapproach'd where poor Francis lay 

moaning, 
And faw each bed-poft with its burden a-groaning,* 
Aftonifhed! confounded! cry'd Satan, by G-d, 

ril want 'im, ere I take fuch a d ble load, 

L 2 Verses 

* Mr. Grofe was exceedingly corpulent, and ufed to rally him- 
felf, with thegreateft good humour, on the fingular rotundity of 
his figure. 
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VERSES 



OK TH£ 



DEATH OF BURNS, 



B7 MRS. GRANT OF LAGGAK. 



■Qg^^ l^l O^gi *" 



What adverfe fate awaits the tuneful train ! 
Has Otway died and Spencer liv'din vain? 
In vain has Collins, Fancy's penfive child, 
Pour'd his lone plaint by Arun's windings wild? 
And Savage, on Misfortune's bofom bred, 
Bar'd to the howling ftorm his houfelefs head ? 
Who gentle Siienstone's fate can hear unmovM, 
By virtue, elegance, and genius lov'd? 
Yet, penfive wand'ring o'er his native plain, 
His plaints confefTed he lov'd the Mufe in vain j 
Chill Penury invades his favourite bower, 
Blafts every fcene, and withers every flower; 

His 



^s-r 
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His warning Mufe to Prudence tiirn'd her ftraiot 
But prudence fung to thoughtlefs bards in vain; 
Still reftlefs Fancy drives them headlong on, T 

With dreams of Wealth, and friends, and laurels 




won- 



I 



On Ruin's brink they fleep, and v^^ake undone. 



1 



And fee where Caledonia's Genius mourns, 
And plants the holly round the grave of Burns : 
But late its ** polifh'd leaves and berries red 
Play'd graceful round the rural poet's head/* 
And while with manly force and native fire 
He wak*d the genuine Caledonian lyre, 
Tweed's fevering flood exulting heard her tell, 
Not Roman wreaths the holly could excel; 
Not Tiber's ftream along Campania's plain. 
More pleas'd cqnvey'd the gay Horatian ftrain, 
Than bonny Doon, or fairy-haunted Ayr, 
That wont his ruftic melody to fhare, 
Refound along their banks the pleafmg theme. 
Sweet as their murmurs, copious as their ftream; 
And Ramsay, once the Horace of the North, 
Who charm'd with varied drains the liftening Forth, 
Bequeathed to him the flirewd peculiar art 
To Satire namelefs graces to impart, 
^ To wield her weapons with fuch fportive eafe, 

That, while they wound, they dazzle and they 
pleafe: 

But 
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But when he fung to the attentive plain 

Tlie humble virtues of the Patriarch fwain, 

His evening worfhip^ and his fecial meal, 

And all a parent's pious heait can feel, 

To genuine worth we bow fubmiffive down, 

And wifh the Cottar's lowly flied our own ; 

With fond regard our native land we view. 

Its clufter'd hamlets, and its mountains blue. 

Our ** virtuous populace/* a nobler boaft 

Than all the wealth of either Indiana coaft* 

Yet while our hearts witb admiration burn, 

Too foon we learn that " man was made to mourn/ 

The independent wifh, the tafte refin'd. 

The energies of the fuperior mind. 

And Feeling*s generous pangs, and Fancy *s glow*, 

And all that liberal Nature could beftow, 

To him profufely given, yet given in vain; 

Misfortune aids and points the ftlngsof pain. 



How bleft, when wandering by his native Ayr, 
He *^ woo'd the willing Mufe,*' unknown to care ! 
But when fond admiration fpread his name, 
A candidate for fortune and for fame, 
In evil hour he left the tranquil fhade 
Where Youth and Love with Hope and Fancj 

play'd ; 
Yet rainbow-colours gild the novel fcene, 
peceitful fortune fweetly fmil'd like Jean; 

Now 
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Now courted oft by the licentious gay 
With them thro' devious paths behold hlni ftray. 
The opening rofe conceals the latent thorn. 
Convivial hours prolong'd awake the morn. 
Even Reafoii*s facred pov^rV is drow^n'd in winCi 
And Genius lays her wreath on Folly's flirine; 
Too fure, alas ! the world's unfeeling train 
Corrupt the fimple manners of the fwain, 
The bluihing Mufe indignant fcorns his lays^ 
And Fortune frowns^ and honeft: fame decays. 
Till low on earth he lays his forrowing head, 
And finks untimely *midft the vulgar dead. 
Yet while for him belovM, admired in vain, 
Thus fond Regret pours forth her plaintive ftrain^ 
While Fancy, Feeling, Tafte, their griefs rehearfe, 
And deck with artlels tears his mournful hearfe, 
See Cunning, Dullnefs, Ignorance, and Pride, 
Exulting o*er his grave, in triumph ride, 
And boaft, " tho' Genius, Hnmour, Wit agree," 
Cold felfifli Prudence far excells tlie three, 
Nor think, while grovelling on the earth they go, 
How few can mount fo high to fall fo low. 
Thus Vandals, Goths, and Huns exulting come, 
T' infult the ruins of majeftic Rome: 
But ye who honour Genius — facred beam ! 
From holy light a bright etherial gleam, 
Ye whom his happier verfe has taught to glow. 
Now to his afhes pay the debt you owe, 

Draw 
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Draw Pity's veil o'er his concluding fcene, 

And let the ftream of bounty flow for Jean. 

The mourning matron and her infant train 

Will own you did not love the Mufe in vain, 

While Sympathy with liberal hand appears, 

To aid the orphans wants, and dry the widow's tears. 
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EPITAPH 

ON A 

HENPECKED COUNTRY SQUIRE. 

As father Adam firft was foolM, 
A cafe that's ftill too common, 

Here lies a iriaa a woman rul'd^ 
The devil rulM the woman. 



EPIGRAM 
ON SAID OCCASION. 



O DEATH, hadft thou but fparM his life, 

Whom we, this day, lament! 
We freely wad exchang'd the wifcj 

An' a' been weel content. 

Ev'n as he is, cauld in his grafF, 

*T\itfwap we yet will do't; 
Tak thou the Carlin's carcafe afF, 

Thou'fe get the Jaul o' boot. 

M ANOTHER 
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^bi folkwing LetUr from Burns t^ an intimaH 
acqumniance in Kilmarnoick^ when wrking 
bim upon fmne private bajincj}^ is Jo V£rj cba~ 
raiierijiic of bis fintiments andjiyhibat k bus 
i^een deemed worthy of a plaet in tbls mlJecliosf. 



Mofsgiel^ ytb March ^ 1788. 



I 



Dbar Sir^ 



1 HAVE partly changed my ideas, my dear 
Friend, fmce I law you, I took old Glencon- 
jier with me to Mr. Milkr's farm, and he was 
fo pkafed with it, that I have wrote an offer to 
Mr- Miller, which, if he acceptSj I Aiall fit 
down a plain farmer, the happieft of Hves when 
^ man can live by iu In this cafe I fliall not 
ftay in Edinburgh above a week. I fet out on 
Monday, and would have come by Kilmar- 
nock, but there are feveral fmall fums owing 
me for my firft edition, about Gal ft on and 
Newmills; and I fhall fet oft'fo early as to dif- 
patch my bufiaeis and reach Glafgow by night* 
When I return, I fliall devote a forenoon or two 

M 2 tQ 
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to make fome kind of acknowkdgmeat for all 
the kindnefs I owe your friendOiip. Now that 
I hope to fettle with fome credit and comfort at 
home, there was not any friendfhip or friendly 
correfpondence that promifed me more plea- 
fure than yours; I hope I will not be difap- 
pointed. I truft the Spring will renew your 
Ihattered frame> and make your friends happy. 
You and I have often agreed that life is no 
great blefling on the whole. The clofe of life 
indeed^ to a reafoning eye, is, 

<* Dark as was chaoe, ere the infant fun 

** Was roU'd togetlier, or had try'd his beams 

** Athwart the gloom profound'^ 

But an honeft man has nothing to fear. If wc 
lie down in the grave, the whole man a piece 
of broke machinery, to moulder with the clods 
of the valley, — be it fo ; at leaft there is an end 
of pain, care, woes and wants: if that part of us 
called Mind, does furvive the apparent deftruc- 
tion of the man — away with old- wife prejudi- 
ces and tales! Kvery age and every nation has 
had a different fet of ftories; and as the many 
are always weak, of confcquence they have of- 
ten, perhaps always been deceived: ^ man^ 
confcious of having afted an hoqeft part a- 
mong his fellow creatures; even granting tliat 
he may have been the fport^ at times, of paf- 

fions 
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fions and inftinas; he goes to agre&t unknown 
Being, who could have no other end in giving 
him exiftence but to make him happjr; who 
gave him thofe paffions and inftinfts, and well 
knows their force. 

Thefe, my worthy friend, are my ideas; and 
I know they are not far different from yours. 
It becomes a man of fcpfe to thiqk for himfelf; 
particularly in a cafe where all men are equally 
interefted, and where, indeed, all men ^re equal- 
ly in the dark, 

Oa jig, jji, ^ ^ ^j> _t< 

if: TiF yF "JF "TF TF fF 

Adieu, my dear Sir! God fend us a chearfiil 
pieeting! 

RoB^' Burns, 




SiNCf 
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